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PART i
The world i said to be really run by its

enthusiasts. and it may be true for any-
thing I know to the contrary, but I am

pretty sure from personal experience that
the enthusiasts themselves don't always
enjoy the process of running it. Take my
own case, for instance: I am an enthusias-
tic bicycle rider-I have been branded by
inconsiderate acquaintances as a bicycle
fiend-and here was I. at the moment when
this unvarnished tale begins, feeling very
clearly and unpleasantly that I wasn't in
t. Now, this was all the worse because
I had been decidedly in it during the four
Says of our hill picnic at the cave temples
,f Murishabad. As a stranger bringing
good introductions, I had bee'n received
with the oven arms of Indian military so-

ciety, and the fact that I had come to
make a tour of India on my bicycle had
given me something of the vogue that at-
!aches all the world over to anything spe-
zIally eccentric. I had been persuaded to
%bandon my original idea of making the
hill journey from Koondewalla to Murisha-
bad on my wheel, which had gone up in
one of the wagons, and in spite of all my
enthusiasm I would willingly have let it
go back it the same way had I not felt
ashamed to seem so far to renounce my
freely-expressed opinions.

I felt very much. I confess, like the en-

gireer hoist with his own petard that
morning as I stood watching the last of
our cavalcade windiTg down the mountain
road, and felt that I was condemned by
my own choice to a more or less solitary
journey as the only representative of the
new locomotion. I glanced rounJ at the
site of our now deserted picnic camp by
way of taking a last farewell before leav-
Ing. There was little left, indeed, even
row, except the site, for already the little
crowd of retainers, conspicuous in their
turbans and white linen garments, had
struck the remaining tents and nearly
completed the stowage of the thousand
and one pieces of baggage which go to
make up the strict essentials of an Indian
picnic. The place had been well chosen
andi picturesque, and even now the open
gla e, where the giant teakwood trees cast
heavy shadows on the grass and the level
sunlight lay in flecks and splashes of gold,
formed a scene to delight an artist. Four
or five wagons, drawn by pairs of mild-
eyed zebu oxen, were receiving the last
of their loads, and it was evident that in
a few minutes more the rear guard of the
pienic party would have started, and the
npountain glade which had re-echoed to so
much laughter and been the witness to so
great an amount of pleasure would be left
10 its solitude.
As my eye lingered over its last survey

of the place something unconsciously led
it upward from the level of the camp to
a point on the hillside, where, as I re-
mf r:')ered, a well-defined path ran along
the slcre between clumps of tall bamboos
ard stately tobacco plants. The path had
been a favorite one. and perhaps it was
this that led me to glance up at it for a
final farewell. As I did so. however, I
was startled by the apparition of the head
and shoulders of a man cautiously peering
out from the screen of shrubbery an-]
leaves. It was a noticeable face. with a
pair of fiery bright eyes that even' in the
distance gleamed and sparkled with what
seemed to me an expression of deadly ha-
tred, as he watched the proceedings of the
servants, and then glanced quickly down
the road after the retreating party on
horseback. The face was a startling one,and its expression made it still more im-
pressive. and it was several minutes be-
fore I could shake off the impression that
it bcded no good to the party which he
watched so intently. He did not seem to
notice me. or perhaps he felt sure he was
concealed. for he remained as if In thoughtfor a minute or two, and then suddenly
disappeared.

It was not without a sense of vague un-
easiness that I mounted my bicycle and
followed the party, whose voices and
lat ghttir could still be heard from time to
time, although a bend in the mountain road
had hidden them from sight, A minute or
two of the familiar exercise reconciled rre
to my choice of locomotion, even at the
expense of company. There was somethingin the smooth, gliding motion, silent, easyand eminently independent, that seemedwell suited to the place; none of the heavy.lumbering gait of the elephant; no nervous
starts like those of a high-spirited horse;Vrfect independence and control, with anamount of exertion hardly greater, vhilethe freedom of action was all in favor of

I had soon overtaken the others and
made one of the little cavalcade that was
making the most of the morning hot~ru to
diminish the march of forty miles that laybetween us and the cantonments of Koon-dewalla. Fortunately, it was all down hill,and the road, though in its upper parts lit-tle more than a good mountain track, wassarmoth and good. For my own part,though the sun was hot, my effort was sotrifling that in the comparatively cool airof the high table land I was quite able to
enjoy the scenery, and the oriental fea-tnres of the landscape, which had not yet
had time to lose their charm since I l-ad
landed a month before at Bombay. We
made good progress, and by the time we
reached the spot that had been chosen for
our midday halt and meal we began to feel
that we had diminished a good deal of the1,800 feet that represented the difference in
elevatic n of the temples at Murishabad ardthe cantonments at Koondewalla. The
stately teakwood tree., the most strikingfeature of the vegetation of the higher'evel, were rapIdly giving way to massosOf tropical-looking foliage and shrubs.
There were still great trees, indeed, but the
wide-spreading honyans, with their many
stems and fig-like foliage, the wool tree,
with its vast leaves, and the stately to-
bacco plants were becoming more and more
Wlngled with the pains and the hundred
other vegetable forms that tell so unnis-
takably of a tropical forest.
The spot chosen for our halt was a ro-mantic one, and it was rendered still more

so by the close neighborhood of an old tiflfort, said to have a dark history in the
old Mahratta wars, and even to have been
used as a robber stronghold in much more
modern times. The preparations for luncn
were not yet complete, and it was proposed
that we should spend the time of 'raiting
In exploring the old fort. It stood but a
short distance-perhaps 200 yards-to one
side of the road on which we were, and
the idea was hailed as a good one and acted
upon at once, at least by the younger meni-
bers of the party. Most of us dismounted
and sought one or the other of the forest
paths which appeared to premise a short
cut to the fort, the top of which, dark and
threatening looking, could 'ae seen rising
out of the masses of tropical jungle that
lay between us and the higher ground on
which the old robber fastness had been
built.
Perhaps it was a little spice of native

obstinacy that led me to cling to -ny bi-cycle instead of joining one of the parties
on foot, whose laughing voices made the
echoes of the jungle ring witb the unac--
customed sounds of pleasure and amuse-
ment. Reasons are nearly always mixed,andi I didn't take the trouble to analyse
my own as I once more mounted and pur-sued the road we had been traveling a lit-
le farther, in search of the place where
it must be joined by the path leading iupto the fort. In a minute or two I had2*-'ched at. The old fort builders had madero) attempt to conceal the approach to their
stronghold, and I paused for a moment to
almire the unstinted use of patient laborthat had been spent in hemaog away thebeetling granite crng, round the foot ofwhIch it swept to join the main road. Thesounds of laughter higher up the hill, how-
ever, made me face the steep ascent, andIt was only after five minute. of ratherharder work than was pleasant that Ifound myself on the level of the fort, Even
here I was not at the actual level of theentrance, for the ground dipped ones more
Into a hollow rising suddenly ts the ruinousgateway.
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of the others had arrived. The hollow be-fore-me was not deep, and, letting my bi-
cycle go. the Impetus of the descent carried
me with a rush up to the very entrance. I
was In the very act, and within a few yardsof the gateway, when my eyes met a man's
face looking out at me through the shadow
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It Was the Face Again.
of the arch. It was the face again-the
very same face which had fascinated me
%ith the malignant gaze it had fixed on our
last night's encampment from the hillside
some hours before. The thought flashed
through my mind with an irresistible con-
viction. The face was the same--the same
marked features, the same eager, gleaming
eyes, the very same deadly fierce expres-
sion which had startled me In the morning.It flashed out upon me from the shadows
cyst by the crumbling gateway for an in-
stant, and in the same instant it was gone.
More startled now than I should have

cared to own, I leaped from my machine
and shouted a welcome to the others of
our party, who were now beginning to
straggle by twos and threes from the
jungle. My victory was acknowledged by
the rest, and we proceeded to explore the
old building. To my surprise, there was
not a sign of the man whose face I had
just seen-he had utterly disappeared. The
fcrt seemed to afford no place where he
cculd lie concealed, and It was with a
sfnse of uneasy astonishment that I failed
to find him. The rest of the party were
disposed to laugh at what they called my
apparition, and even identified It with the
old Mahratta chief who had built the fort.
I cou!-in't laugh myself out of the idea,
however, nor shake off the uneasiness
which it cost me, and, after spending a
fcw minutes in convincing myself that the
man was really gone, I remounted and re-
turned by the way I had come.
Col. Maitland had stayed, with the more

matured portion of our party, at the spot
selected for the luncheon, and there I found
'im, seated on a camp stool, and watching.
with all the interest of a well-seasoned
East Indian. the preparation for the meal.
"Back first. Hall?' he exclaimed, as I

rode up to where he sat under the ample
shade of the wide-spreading tree. "You
made short work of the fort, then." I had
already decided to tell the colonel my ad-
venture, so I at once explained to him what
I had seen, mentioning the apparent iden-
tity of the men I had noticed.
"You think he was the same man, Mr.

Hall, do you?" he said.
"Well, sir, I hardly like to -say so, it

seems so unlikely, but I confess I do think
go..'
The colonel looked thoughtfully around

for a moment. "Well," he said at last,
"most likely it's a mere coincidence, but I
have just been hearing that the neighbor-
hood has been getting a bad reputation
lately, and it may be as well to keep to-
gether. Would you mind warning the party
up at the fort that they had better hurry
back for luncheon? Don't alarm the ladies,
of course, but get them to come."
The colonel's manner impressed me, and

in another half minute I was retracing the
path I had already traveled a few minutes

PART X.
It was with a sense of relief, which, In

spite of the shadowy nature of my
grounds for anxiety, was considerable,
that I raw the whole party safely collected
at the pleasant picnic meal which had been
prepared under the widespreading shade of
the great tanyan tree. I fancied I could c

make out a corresponding look of relief on
the colonel's face, and detected him more
than once in a quick, alert glance around I

him, but I was conscious that this might
have been a mistake, and I could even
fancy that the old fellow was chuckling
inwardly over my credulity in being so1
easily alarmed. At any rate, nothing of1
an alaren'ng character happened, and the
luncheon. willh its luxurious leisure, was
the counterpart of those we had enjoyed
throughout the days of our mountain plc-
nic. Whatever effect my story might have
had on the colonel's mind, It was by no
means apparent in his actions, for he cer-
tainly didn't attempt to cut short the time
allotted for the midday halt. Looking at
him, as I confess I did from time to tIme,
it seemed to me that he had quite resumed
his ordinary easy-going manner, and I
came to the conclusion that I had made
rather a fool of myself by speaking to him
at all.
Our halt must have lasted nearly three

hours, and the heavy, stili atmosphere of
the afternoon had fully reconciled us to
the pleasant idleness of the moment, when
the arrival of the wagons we had left be-
hind ia the morning served as a reminder
that the afternoon was slipping away. The
word was given to start once more, and by
the time the tops of the slowly moving
wagons had disappeared round the first
bend in the road below us we were nearly
ready to follow them. The ladies were
about to mount their horses, and I fancied
I could observe a few uneasy glances cast
at my bicy cle, as if they were uncertain
how far Its rear neighborhood would be
conducive to the good behavior of the anli-
male. It was annoying, but there was no
help for It. -and making a virtue of neces-
sity I mounted and prepared to aot as an
advance guard. My annoyance was little
mere than momentary, for there is some-
thing in the motion of my wiheel that al-
ways seems to sbothe my nerves, and be-
fore hal a minute had passed I found my-
self spinning smoothly down the long and
gentle slope, st the further end of which I
could see, through the vista of sunlIght
and shadow, the hooded ox wagons that
contained the man part of the by no
means inconsiderabe baggage of our party.
It was pleasant to glide swiftly, yet with-

out an effort, ever the elastic turf check-
ered by the Uight and shade of the over-
hanging trees, and to see the long succes-
slcn of gorgeous tropical plants and shrubs
that hedged In the sloping road on one
side, confronted by the abrupt masses of
rock that rose, wreathed in ceepers and
gemmed with flowers, on the other. There
was no need of exertion, for after the first
few momenta the incline was more than
sufficient to insure speed, so that I had am-
ple esure to look about me as I went.

Evennowthe thought of my apparition
wspartly present in my mind, athough

a swept past the spot tWhere the hill
path to the old fort Joined the road on
which I was traveling. I had the pleasant
Impression that I was leaving It behInd,
In spite of this, I was conscious that it
was to the upper side of the road that my
eyes turned involuntarily, and that I
scanned with quick. sharp glance- the hol-lcws that opeed among the rooks. and the
clrmps of luxuriant vegetation as I wet
past them on my downward course, Bd
denly, just as I was smilng at myse or1
ere coul be no mitkHe adnot

seen me coming,. I feel sure and of orse
my wheel made no sound on the soft path,but suddenly, iwithin a doen yards infet
the .ama figure I had seen twiebf'a
sprang out of the bushes on the very edge c
the rocky wail, which at that spot ros per'-haps twenty-five feet above the reed, Me

n"t w ble loosened turban, which hewaved ML times ever his head-he was
till ithi act of waving It when I
Sept past .feet. is eyes were fixed

in some point further down the road as I
Lid so, and even then I don't think he
would have been aware of my presence.What did 1t mean? I looked over my
ihoulder and saw our party-some thirty

all, of W#hom ten were ladies-cantering
owh the road three or four hundred yards
oehlnd. I could Imagine I heard their
aughter as they came on.
There was danger-danger of some
;ind, I was sure-in the action I had

A

l'hi Time There Could Be No Mistake

ust seen. If a face, and the expression of
Lface, went for anything, the danger was
mminent and deadly. As the conviction
lashed across my mind I tried to thinkwhat was to be done. Unless he has actual-
y tried it, no one can tell how hard a task
t is to think under such conditions of
imergency. The danger evidently lay in
'ront, where, some two or three hundred
rards off, the ox-wagons were travelingklong unconsciously, but the party againstPhom it must be aimed were still behind.
hesitated for a moment, and then feelinghe necessity of doing something, I turnedtalf round in my saddle and, waving my

Lrm frantically over my head. I shoutedhe words: "Halt! Danger! Back!" I hadn'tried to stop, and it was probably fortu-
ate that I hadn't, for the echo of my lastvord was still ringing in my ear, and my
yes were still fixed on the party behindne to see what effect my warning had pro-luced. when something whistled closelyoast me. and at the samp moment the sharp'port of a gun startled all the echoes ofhe spot.
Had I thought for an hour I could havett on no better plan for giving the alarm,tnd even as I involuntarily bent my head,is if to escape the shot, it was a sensationif no little relief that I heard it. At theiame moment, and while I was in the actof looking back again to see what effect it
iad had, my hand went instinctively to the>elt under my loose coat where I had re-igiously carried my revolver in its caseince my arrival in the country. I hadnade up my mind now. It was useless toro on in the hope of warning the wagonirivers, for if the shot hadn't done so,lothing would. My place was clearly with
ny party, and in the meantime my desire,which somehow was a very keen one, was
o get a shot at my apparition in return for1s own. I had almost instinctively swerv-d toward the wall of rock when I heardhe report, and now I exerted myself toheck my speed. Fortunately I was not yet,oing so fast as to make this difficult, andn a very few seconds I found myself ableo throw myself hastily from the bicyclemder shelter of the cliff. It was only a
natter of moments, and as I turned thenachine and remounted I heard a shoutnd the sound of half a dozen shots fromhe direction where I could see that the
vagons had stopped and were now huddledogether.
"Sicily over again, I guess," I mutteredo myself, savagely, as I bent over myvheel and, skirting the rock as Mosely ascould, put all my strength into the efforto get back to the spot where I had seen
ny unprovoked assailant. It was a differ-nt matter from the descent, indeed, but'et It was far from steep, and my chiefffort was to keep myself concealed, partly0 avoid a second shot and partly to givenyself a better chance of taking my sav-tge-looking friend unawares, so as to re-
urn his compliment. The plan had thetdvantage that it made it Impossible for
ne to catch sight of our party. Straightts the road had looked to me riding in theniddle. or perhaps a little nearer the trees.here was evidently a bend, and now as Irept up close to the cliff it shut me off
rom a view of the upper stretch.After all, It was only for a minute or so,nd then noting the spot where the rookcse bare and rugged and gripping my re-olver-a large and serviceable one-In myland, I swerved into the middle of theoad with a quick and noiseless rush. Mydca had been a good one. As I came inight of the top of the rock once more myriend was in the very act of turningLway. and the momentary glance which Irot like a flash of light at his face, seem-d to me to show a savage, well satisfiedmile on his dark features. In a momenthad fired, and at the same instant he had
een me. There was a short, fierce ex-lamation, as with a threatening motionif his arm he plunged into the tanglednass of bushes behind him. I couldn't beertain that I had hit him, but the rest of
ur party evidently thought so. for theyhouted: "Well done! Good shot!" by wayf greeting my return.
They had halted near where the path tohe fort joined our road, and in anotherninute I had joined them. About halt of

he men had ridden back to where thewagon that was to have followed us withhe pharaphernalia of our lunch was stilltanding, and it was Col. Maitland whoode a few paces forward to meet me and
rreeted me with the words: "That was arood idea of yours; glad you got theicoundrel."
"I hope I did, colonel," i replied, yin-lictively. "Do you suppose there are manyif them?" I added.
"A good many, I should say, otherwisehey would never have attempted an at-ack." I glanced round, and even my un-nilitary eyes could see that our present>osition was quite untenable. The colonelloticed my look.
"Bates tells me that we can easily holdhe old fort," he added, "till we can some-.
uow send in word to the cantonment. Weuave guns enough with us, I think, andhe principal difficulty will be to gethrough the scoundrels."
There couldn't be a doubt about the cor-~ectness of the colonel's remark, for toravel such a road beset with armed ene-nies looked the nearest thing to Impos-ible. The ladies behaved well. Therewere no screaming, no tears, and no hys-erics, and within two or three minutes

we were on our way up the hill track to

he fort, the men in front and behind, andhe ladies in the middle. I noticed that

fore than one of the horses looked uneas-
ly at my bicycle, so I pushed on up the
neline, glancing, i confess, suspicIously

'rom side to aide as I went, expecting

'very moment to near the whistle of a bul-
et or the report of a gun. Nothing hap-

iened, however, and In two or three min-

Ites I had once more surmounted the

ather steep ascent and saw the old fortlot 100 yards in front. I was not the first,
or even as I topped the ridge i caught

right of three or four villainous-looking
'ellows with guns in their hands running
lown the path and making for the en-

rance of the fort. "Barely In time, afterdU," I muttered to myself, as I took ad-

rantage of the change of grade and shot

ilently down the track after them.
As I went I congratulated myself once

nore on my mount. The hoofs of my

teed, at any rate, were noiseless, andcould easily see that the men in frontwere entirely Ignorant of my coming, I
ave the machine free scope, and we rush-ud down the slope at something approach-ng racing speed. The men were runningant, but it Is needless to say that theycemed almost at a standstill when comn-iared to the pace at which I overhalehem. I was within twenty yards of them

petore I made up my mind what I should

1o. I had the revolver ip my hand ready

o fire, and yetlIwas in doubt. So far
hese men had done me no harm, ad

whatever they might be about to do,?

adly felt pr rdto fire at thent in

sold blood. was close behind themn neoad sometigmust be done, Te a
'eached th t hollow from w4

sth ros soheout thirty orfot9the entrance of the fort, an4(aa

trbkullete theLwi~ldit

asualmost a scream, the two men leapet

sunder, and at the same atomefit my hi-goe set like a lash between then ad
lp the E~i5byond.

It wasn all done In a asement. I saw thestart, which for the moment nara.ze-alln

one of the native servants fnding his way
through, but In this case we had no one to
send, as not one of them ha4 been mounted.and, therefore, they must either have been
taken or dispersed at the first alarm, It
was olear that I had a better chance on mybicyple than any one could have on foot, amIn either case Wb must have kept to the
track or road, being wholly unequal to end-
ing a way through the jungle. I confess,
however, that the more we discussed it the
leas promising it appeared. It was clear
that I mrqst wait for night to come on, a It
would be impossible to run the gauntlet of
the road in daylight, but even then the
dangers seemed hardly less. A good part of
the road was through the open forest such
as we had met with during the morning'sjourney, but part of it ran through a gorge
or cleft In the mountains where the jungle
was thick, and which we heard as we came
up had been the seene of a good many ac-
cidents with tigers of late. I found myselfmentally noting the various points ofdanger, and I confess they seemed formid-able. There was first the road close at hand
w here I must run the gauntlet of no onecould say how many enemies; then, if Ipassed them, there was the risk-by no
neans a trifling one In the dark-of losingmy way, and even if all went well so far,there seemed an excellent prospect of add-ing one more tiger tragedy to the ili-omenedjungle that filled the long gorge leading out
of the higher-levels of the table land.
The colonel's expectations had so far beenjustified, for, excepting an occasional shot

at any of the party who exposed himself, no
attempt had been made to attack us. Little
by little the remainder of the afteraoon slip-
ped away. The sun sank lower and lower
toward the western horizon, until at last his
rim was dipping behind the dense fringe of
forest that bounded our view in that direc-
ticn. I was beginning to think that in a
very short time the moment would arrive
for my adventure, and to pull myself to-
gether to meet with coolness the calls it
would probably make upon my nerve and re-
sources, when I was roused by a shout from
overhead, where two of the party were sta-
tioned as lookouts. At the same moment
Col. Maitland came hastily out of the large
apartment which had been allotted to the
ladies. "I believe they're going to try it
after all. Have you a rifle. Hall?"
"No, colonel, but this is good enough, and

I know what I am doing with it," I replied,
as I crossed the yard at his side. There were
already .ome half dozen men under the
arched gateway, each armed with a gun of
some sort. Most of them, it is true, were
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"Now," he said, "Fire."9 t

I

sporting guns of one kind or another, but atfsuch close quarters as we were likely to
have these were as good as any.
"Stand back!" the colonel cried, "and a

don't fire till they're close to the gate- a
way." We drew back to the Inside of 11
the short, arched passage, and it was well r
we did so, for almost instantly a hot fire r
was poured Into the mouth of the entrance I
by a wide circle of marksmen who sprung I
up among the shrubs and ferns on thegtargled edge of the jungle. Suddenly It
ceased, and the colonel's voice said, quiet-ly: "Wait till I give the word!" We had
ornly a second or two to wait, for with artsh and a cry a number of men withdark faces and white turbans hurled them-selves at the mouth of the gateway. Theysurged Into the passage till they seemed tobe almost upon us.
"Now," he said. "fire!"
We fired, every man straight before him,Into the leaping, struggling, yelling crowdof evil-looking, dark faces. Then, clubbingthe guns, we rushed In upon them. How ithappened I don't know, but they seemed tomnelt away before us as we rushed forward.Or e or two were partly down and struckfiercely at those of us who were nearestthem, and were In turn beaten to theground with gun stocks, but none of theothers waited. They were yards in frontof us as we emerged from the gateway."Back!" shouted the colonel, "back!"We fell back just in time, for a number ofshots were fired and two of our Party wereslightly wounded before we had regainedthe shelter of the old arched passage.We waited, somewhat breathlessly, foraL renewal of the assault, but none came.With all the characteristic rapidity of thetropics the light waned, now that the sunhad gone down, and the'shadows closed in,scft and mysterious, on the forest andJungle. We had examined the little heap Iof bodies in the gateway, but none of themiappeared to have any life left to care for.We dragged the bodies to one side, so anto leave a passage, and, having done no.we waited for the darkness.
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four of the party; I heors-the loud, quick
exclamation of astonishment at the un-
heard-of apparition thatnilashed past them,
and the impetus I hadagained as I came
down the slope had cartied me to the

..L-.

I Hesitated No Longer.
ruinous gateway of the old fort before any
of the party had recovered sufficiently to
put his gun to his shoulder. The surprise
had been complete, and I was in posses-
sion of our place of refuge in time. Per-
haps they had really thought there was
something supernatural about me, for, no
sooner did I throw myself from the bi-
cycle than they seemed to recover them-
selves and prepared to fire. There was
nothing to be gained by exposing myself.
and I had just sheltered myself in the
angle of the gateway when two shots, one
after the other, passed closely by me, and
the reports of the rifles rang out sharply
overhead. Two only, I thought to myself;
the others must be following me up. I
looked out quickly, and I was just in time,
for the two men were almost upon me.
Each had his gun in his hand, and behind
them I could see the others coming up
the slope. I hesitated no longer, but step-
ping out into the middle of the gateway, I
fired. The man nearest me stumbled and
fell heavily on his face not a dozen yards
before me, and my finger was just about
to press the trigger a second time when
the man who was next leaped suddenly
into the air and rolled over on the ground
almost at my feet. At the same moment
the sharp report of a rifle announced the
arrival of our party at the top of the hill
path. My other two assailants heard it as
soon as I did, and by common consent
darted off into the dense cover of shrubs
and undergrowth that hedged in the track
on either side.

PART III.
The ladies, a little pale and tremulous at

the sight of bloodshed, had been assisted
from their saddles and the horses led into
the ruinous-looking courtyard of the fort,
and yet we had heard no more of the ene-

my. It is the pause after danger and ex-
ertion that is the trying time, especially if
the next act in the drama is doubtful, I
think; or at any rate it seemed so to me, as I
stood a little apart, looking out through
the gateway and watching the strange
effect cf the blaze of the western sun

A Glimmer ot Something White
Among the Green.

as it fell on the two white heaps that lay
still and motionless among the ferns and
flowers that encroached upon the road.
"We have all to thank you, Mr. Hall. for

a most imp-ortant service very ably carried
out," said the colonel, coming up behind
mke.
"Don't speak of it, colonel," I Raid; "it

is really my machine that deserves the
thanks. I guess you'll have to introduce
the bicycle into India for military pur-
poses."
"For some purposes I can see it would

be invaluable," he answered, gravely. As
he spoke I could see that his eye dwelt
anxiously on the limited view before us.
"What do you suppose these fellows will

do next, colonel?" I asked, after a mo-
ment's pause. "Do you suppose they will
attack us here?"
"No; certainly not with any idea ofstorming the place," he said, decidedly."Indeed, I am utterly at a loss to under-

stand the business. I can only Imaginethey want plunder or ransom, and yetrnowadays that kind of thing is almostunknown." As he spoke he turned awayand crossed the courtyard to wher, a
little group of officers were standing, dis-cussing the situation in low tones. My
eyes glanced absently along the edge ofthe fringe of jungle which bounded the
view, when suddenly they were arrests3by the glimmer of something white amongthe green, and the next moment there
was a sharp "ping" in the air close to meand a bullet struck the stone arch just
over my head.

"Ah!I" exclaimed the colonel, "I thought
so, gentlemen. In the meantime, Mr. Hall,
pray come under shelter-there seem to be
some fair shots among them."
I adopted the suggestion, and strolled

over toward the little party of perhapsa dozen men with whom the colonel wastalking. As I came nearer them the firstwords I heard were from one of the young-er officers. "Excuse me, Colonel 'Maitland,
but it would be quite impossible; surelyone of. ourselves-" The colonel glancedaround quickly, as if to impose silence onthe group, and then turned to me as I
came up. There was a look of annoyanceand anxiety on his frank, soldierly face, ashe said: "Forgive me, Mr. Hall, for in-troducing your name behind your back in
a matter like this. It is more than dueyou that I should take you into my confi-dence at once. The fact is, I am in a se-rious difficulty, as you can see. We must-cu,municate with the troops at once, butthe difficulty is how to do it. These fel-lows won't attack us here-at any rate notin daylight-and they probably rely uponstarving us into some kind of terms. It isimportant. not only that-we should be re-lieved, but that this kind oti thing shouldbe put an end to at once fot alL. A singlecompany, or, at the mostr two, of theGhoorkas from Koondsalia would do itin half an hour, if we coulG only let themknow." 1

"I'll ride down, colonel!'' said the youngman who had spoken bere, 'eagerly. "Myhorse is only too fresh,nand he'd do it intwo hours at the outsidge." "

"Your horse, Mr. Chambers is a gray, itI am not mistakenwa ehance do yousuppose either you or he #ould have ofgetting through? Nolt I ihave thoughtof all that, and am convinoed that it ishardy possible on horsebck. The onlyhope would be on foot, ere-.-" and herethe colonel paused unnas.uy, "I guessthe bicycle would have- a, better chancestill, wouldnt 4t, colonelf" I- said.'That was the very remark I was mnak-ing as you came up, Mr. Hall, only someof us are inclined to tlynk It unfair thatall the honomu of war should fall to you,""Oas to tb onrs coio I' not
patieaal athmb, met.opw t best~i bao, of tetint

e rh . all ' _s ai and e l utone tune to me aned sat
S cor
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efore, but at last I had reached the tefelt that I had arrived at the most crita stage of my journey. I must mous
low, and for anything I could tell m
mounting might be the signal for a volle
rom the guns of my unseen enemies. Witlong breath I drew myself together, anraduaLy-inch by Inch-raised myself tmy full height-still there was not a boundlooked around me; I did my best to peeIto the heavy shadow that lay like a pa'ver the scene. I could see but little. BeInd me the irregular outline of the ruinus fort stood out against the soft, purpiky; on either side vague, shadowy formmocked my efforts to penetrate the darkess: In front the forest threw a darkebade, and showed a dim outline again.he heaven. With one last quick glancround me I mounted the seat.Away! The moment I felt the accustomd sensation of the saddle and the sofi'liding motion of the wheel I felt as I
was myself again. Bending forward, thamight keep to the dim path, I threw mO'eight on the pedals and they seemed tespond like living things. Away! An
2 another minute I could feel that wrere on the downward grade once moreliently, but momentarily faster. I coulleel that the wheels were turninghough in the clinging darkness I col,
ee nothing but the gray shadow of whaknew must be the path. Darker anarker yet. The shadows crouched lond black on either hand, as if preparin0 sping out upon me as I passed-I felhough I cannot say that I saw them a
swept by. Ah, now I felt that I waearing the spot where the two roads joind. The cliff was rising higher and highen the right hand, throwing a still blackehadow on the road, but I felt that
new It now, and it was with a feelinif triumph that I bent forward and guidd the machine in its free sweep roun<he wall of rock and into the wider anlearer road.
I could see more clearly now. The grahadow of the road was more distinct, an(could even feel as if the trees thatretched their boughs over the road mad
sort of corduroy of shadows on thrack before me. But what was that iront? Something that glowed with a sotrimson halo in the darkness, and madhe end of the long vista down whichrs looking seem like a cavern; somehing that sparkled and gleamed, anashed with an intermittent light as

ame nearer. It was the glow of an un
Pen fire For a moment my heart grevold. Had I come so far only to fail nowthought of the last sight I had caught o
he wagons just before the shots werred, and r seemed to know that this wahe spot chosen for an outpost by thi
nemy. It was beyond the bend of thDad. and as I thought of it. the picture o
hat bend seemed to rise before me asad seen the place on the way up som
ays before. I could remember that thDad swept round with a bold curve anO?lI to a long, smooth descent like a grea
venue between the trees. There was ni
me to hesitate. Already, while theetoughts were passing through my mind
was close to the spot. Already I coul
incy I saw the fire of the quick flaghaf greater and lesser light that streamed
ut into the road by which I was silentl3mproaching. I even thought I could heai
trange voices, and catch the sound oomething like a laugh. It was now o
ever. I gripped my revolver tightly tv1y hand-I bent over my wheel-with m;ps Pressed tight and my teeth clenche
shot round the bend and into the ful

lare of the firelight.

ato the Fal Glare of the Flrelight
I had not been mistaken. The wagon
rere there, drawn to one side of the roadnd there. too, in the full light of tb
laze, were eight or ten dark, turbane
tgures, standing or lying, their dark facered in terrified astonishment, their whityeballs gleaming and startled at the ag*ariticn as I swept out of the shadolbove and plunged into that below then
)ne sharp, astonished cry, that soundeIke a wail, was all that I heard, and the
was past them and the road gaped beore me like the entrance of aome blac

avern. For some moments I held n
reath, still expecting to feel the sting cbullet or at least to hear the report of-un. I did neither. The glow that followd me died away. I had passed the oul
ost and was free.
It had been a near thing, and it we
ome time before I had fully recovered maelf. By the time I could think calmi
nce more of what lay before me I telhat I must have put several miles be
ween me and the spot, I had made sple.Id progress, and now the road was cleas
v visible in the new white light that fill,he eastern sky-the moon was rising. Bta light I could see that the forest throng

rhich I had been passing had changed it:harsacter. The stately trees had for th
most part given place to tall clumps camboo, graceful, drooping palms of
ozen sorts, and great plumed masses cungle gras. that bent and trembled in thcarcely perceptible night breeze. It flas!:
d into my mind that I must have reach.

he great gorge of which I had heard suel
ales, With the thought a cold feelini

assed down my spine, and involuntaril
threw a quick, startled glance over oghoulder-tiger.!
The shudder was followed by a quidush of blood that tingled all ever m

rom head to foot, and I shook myself t

brow off the feeling, which I knew to bne of fear. I partly succeeded, but it wa

reepy still. The moonlight, on which

ad been congratulating myself so heartitnly a tew momernts before, seemed nol

o make It worse. The gray, livid ligh

ad something about it that was suret~hastly. the little trembling shadows tha

were thrown by the gray clumps an

alma suggested something alive; ther

vas something ghostly in the whisper c

he night air through the leaves. As th

hought passed through my mind I start

d--I hardly knew why, but yet I startead again that cold shiver ran down

Imba. There was nothing to be seen-

othing, that is, but the moving panoramt leaves and grasething to bceard but the soft sigh of the night win<ilistened! Listened with the inteneitrhich is impossible except in moment

rhen the nervous tension is almost to

reat for endurance. Yet there was sure

y something-there must have been-

:new it, though I could see nothing an

ouldnt even fancy I had heard any sue

icous sound.
Yes. There was something-some

hing that was not so much alarmia
a strange-a soft, low, rustling soundi
hat was not the movement af the tal

amnboos, nor the whisper of the brees

a the jungle grass. My heart stood sti

ora moment i t wasf rthoehrough my veins in a fery tide, I didna

bink, but I knew that my one hope c

soape lay In the speed of may bicycle.sattered myself that I might do wonder

I chose on a track, but ne racing trec

ould possibly have held out such a prim

a was before me now.
I bent forward over the wheeL. I strainehnerve and sinew to its Utmost tensior

ndl still each nerve and fiber of my bed
earmed to listen, I oould hear it still-swifi
tealthy, untiring, cruel as death, it seeme

o Alit through the jugl-asoun--gl
oft brushing sound, but more terrible il

:s stealthy quietness than the loudest antoet startling notse. 0.1 0.1 Thae =slop

o wer-Latest U.S.Govt EsposIBaking.Powder
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. as down hill and I seemed even toself to fly, but was I really going at a

There Was a Flash.
t that could hope to outstrip th-t pursui9i Suddenly on the right. where the higi ground came down to the side of t he roFa great clump of jungle grass that 1ook3livid in the pale light waved with a quickmotion. There was a flash-At might haveben the light fromt living eyes or only ther light from the shaken gram--and a bar af

something dark shot out of the jungle with
a low, fiere, his-tng snarl. I erouchett to-
gether instinctively. am If I had h.-en stru
and at the same Instant somothingt Ianz
me. I seemed to feel a sudiden warmth
upon my shoulder, and it was gone. We
rushed on at the (%ame headlong speed,- and yet as we went I heard a soft crash
he-hind me among the liamboo <-anes on myleft--the tiger had sprung. and he hadL missed -no!

I hardly know what followed my ecape.I have a vague remembtrane- of en-tuiringthe fierce strain of a long effort-& sense
of overpowering relie-f when I was met I
the first challenge as I reac-hed the -Age 3
the cantonment at Koondewala. I ean re-
membser the astonished face of 0,31. GibsNon
an he looked from me to the note I haed
given him and hack again. His vochow-
ever. sounded far away to my ears an he
bald. "Good God. major, here-s a nice boust-- ness! We mustn-t lose a momprnt: but ask
the doctoir to look after Mr. Hall A'-l
afraid he has overdone It."

(The en4.11
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rhe Multiple Featureis of Cerrilata
Mind*.

1%ow the New York Advert ir.

More curious and suggestive and perhtis
Imore valuable to the novelist than the in-
stance of lost identity reported from a
Philadelphia hospital, are those casps of
double personality In which there are two

idistinct :ories of memories and two-l'nt
and alternating states of cons. loustness. To
forget all the expertenes of half a lifetime
to begin a new life without knowing who
or what were the friends of the past or
how the separation was effeeted,. In to open
wide the door to the Imagination. thought
perhaps the reality In mnost as woull he
found to be more strange and thrilling than
anything the faney could Invent. MoreZ
~ompilicated, however, must hve all the e~r-
vumnstances wnien one alt.ernates boetw.-en
two distinct personalities-Todas' one per-
son with a certain grojup of friends. but to-
mor row another and w-holly diff-rent har-
acter, with quite other friens. ind not
knowing In one state anything-shout 1he
other 'Nearly everybody in moralist enoug6b

-.to remnark. on reading the story of Dr.
Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, that It Is not so very
much overdrawn, Inasmuch an In ev-
man there are the warring elements
good and bad. Few, however, who havio
not followed the records of the hospitaba.
can t-elieve how nearly tru~thful is Mr.
Stevenson's representation.
In the Paris hospital of Dr. Chareot was

&! patient w'ho lived a model life in one
state of consciousness. He was rated the
most amiable of patients and was free
from even ordinary profanity. Frequently
he would pass Into another state in which
he was In every respect the reverse. he-
Ing violent, vicious and wholly intracta-
ble. What he did and the frien-In and ao-
quaintances he made In one state were
wholly unknown to him in the other. 1He
would forget, when In his amitable charse-
ter, or rather he never know. what he had

I said while In the other. but when. after a
, time, he returned to his vicious self. be
b would remembser all that related to that
I character. -In short. -he was like the man
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